two giant Sardicans, with blue cloaks tossed over their
shoulders, white kilts spanged with silver, and the
terrible, three-headed Sardican darts in their right hands,
A blue matting with gold edges lay stretched for Theo-
dora's feet; two officers of the stirrup, as they were
called, opened the carriage and helped her to alight. Her
entrance was awaited by maids, who led her to the
tiring-rooms, which were furnished in the manner of a
hundred years before, with hard black chairs; on the
walls were pictures of saints with hard black eyes. She
was then led to a waiting-room, where she found
Sosthenes talking to a very sweet, benign old chaplain,
who came to greet her, saying: "I am Father Serapion,
the Chaplain here. I have to tell you the few simple
things you do on entering and leaving the presence."
When he had told these, he said: "The other guests here
will be Her Highness, the Mother of Prince Justinian,
the Prince himself, your friend the great dancer, and a
Count Atorios, if I have the name correctly, who has
come on a mission to the Emperor. You will sit at the
end of the table on the Emperor's right, with Sosthenes
on your right hand. The Count will be on your left."
Justinian came in an instant later; he was friendly and
merry. He spoke charmingly to her and to Sosthenes
about the beauty of the performances, and the intense
pleasure they had given to all their guests. Father
Serapion said that three of his flock in the Palace had
asked if they couldn't have something like it at Christ-
mas, in the Great Church. The Count Atorios came in;
Theodora bowed and smiled. Macedonia came in at that
instant. She had hardly learned the procedures when
doors at the end of the waiting-room were opened by
two swordsmen in blue. As they opened, a gigantic
Sardican trumpeter, in a blue tunic and white kilt, strode
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